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Father had nothing to do except smoke and read and Tom cut wood for me to dry in the 
oven, and also read. I don’t see why Elizabeth and I did not read too.  There were cracks 
between the floor boards so the water ran into the cellar, saving me the bother of 
mopping it up. 
 Apart from the rainy afternoon we had had on our arrival to the shack, we had 
been having the most beautiful weather. Now what a change. The skies were a murky 
gray and mist hung all over the valley. The temperature seemed very cold. Those June 
rains were really cold. One afternoon before the rain had started; my brother said it 
looked as though we might have the June rains. The sky clouded over so he started 
hauling dirt and threw it up on the roof, much to my astonishment. 
 I must here describe the shack. It was eighteen feet long and fourteen feet wide. It 
was built of peeled logs; the roof had three large logs called ridge poles. Small poles were 
nailed to the ridge poles. A big log was placed upright in the center of the room and it 
supported the highest ridge pole.  
These poles were covered with hay, then tar paper, then sods and loads of dirt filled up all 
the cracks and crevices. I did not examine the roof until after the rains. The storm started 
after terrific thunder and lightening; it was not a downpour but a good steady heavy rain 
that soaked into everything. After the first day, the roof began to leak. It seemed to be all 
over, but there was the corner by the stove that was dry. Here we piled all the bedding in 
as small a space as possible. I perched there with my head against the low roof, knitting 
socks.  Housework was out of the question, except dishwashing if we had left the dishes 
on the table they would have washed themselves. It was quite a sensation to sit at the 
table for meals with water running steadily down the back of the neck. We put the table 
under the center ridge pole and the food in a row to miss the drip, the rest we’ll leave to 
the imagination. 
 We were thankful for two things. First we had a good fire. So the atmosphere was 
humid but not cold; second, our furniture was in the baggage room at Lacombe. 
Neighbours had brought word of it. It was safe from the leaky shack. When the rain 
finally stopped, we went outside to dry off but the roof continued to leak until the next 
day. I suggested that we put a new roof on the shack but my brother assured us there was 
no need as it would not leak for another year. Just fancy.   He said an ordinary rain would 
not come through.  Such philosophy.  He also said that it was the only time bachelors 
washed their floors, when they mopped up after a rain like that.  I could quite believe it. I 
must mention how useful our umbrellas were.  We could sit in a chair, put up the 
umbrella, and keep off the leaks for a short time. However, it got very tiresome holding 
them up for long. This life was full of ups and downs and the downs had it. We were 
young and could see the funny side of it which helped. 
 After the rain, came the mosquitos.  Mosquito’s!   We never imagined anything 
like them.  There were clouds of them.  They drove everyone and everything frantic. All 
the desire was to get away 
